The Compass 


A sacrifice in order 
to begin, 


I put my hand 
to it. Let it be? 


Fine,but how grasp when 
it commences 


killing? Menac 
ing this 
life. 


From a phrase of Cavavy 


You'll always end up in this city 
familiar cunt. The whore holds out 


for promises so you vow. 
More money,what else? 


Your same pants on the same chair, 
you stretch for your wallet 
as if inventing a style. 


The bills,at least,are new. 
They cut your fingers. 


You,are,believe it or not,alive 

in this muffled room at the end 

of a meretricious century. With 
guts you'll start leaving 


it in your pants 
as a valid convention. Love 


'S an invention,Slug. 
So move your ass 
differently. 


Where the World Isn't Too Much With Us 


This 15 as right as I can get it 
knowing what I now know. 


thus the scholar in humility. 


A quiet proclamation shows 
the highest calling. 


I've known some asses, lousy 
to spouses or lovers, 
queers nasty as 
catshit,asexual 

whores, back- 

stabbers, 

pimps, 


but in the pages of books, 
in penurious journals, 
noble. 


The Only Way 


The Good Scholars 
paw the givens 
in order 


to turn to 
minds: Yours 


a good one they say final- 
ly believe us! Fuck em. 


Note To the Sexually Correct 


I'd rather hear a lame duck sing 
than all the ohsofussy theories 
denying Man's eMOOHtional needs 
are anything but craving fucking. 


At The Universal Bookstore 


Ah yes,Collected Plays 
and Poems of Shakespeare, 
the distilled genius 

of all the ages 


of English Literature. Eleven 
Hundred and Twelve Pages: 
one dollar,work definitive 


on jerking off,one 
hundred pages neat: 
forty-eight dollars. 


Note your dong. 
Whatever is is wrong. 


The History of Change 


how insidious 
the notion 
for a moment 


its self 
a shadow 


of its 
former 
shelf. 


The Shortcut 


Times I gushed 
I didn't know 
what else to do. So 


now this incredible hulk, 
guilt. Ignorance of 


manners,and nerves 
and tack of art embarrass 


unless we forgive those 
cops we shill 
to ticket us. 


That Old Sick Self 


I'm SICK of myself! 
Talk talk talk! Why 
not just grab her? 


Fire repayed or ice: 
what's the bleedin 
difference? 


Sistine Revisited 


What if Michaelangelo 
said I'm beginning to see 


the human form, 
all forms really, 
as planes to tilt 


and as cubes 
to revolve 
to fit my view 


and what I want 
from color? Why 
then we might've 


gotten someone quite ordinari- 


ly called Sal and not 
savored his flavor, 
therefore. 


6 O'Clock News 


Some chat of murder 
after dinner 
swirls into coffee,good 


till the last dregs 
if she's strangled 


with her bra or excrement 


gets smeared around. 
KILROY 
continues to be here, 


making ALLAMERICA, 
raping THEGIRLNEXTDOOR 
before medals and report cards. 


Jerking off 
as they slow the avalanche 
to show the agony. 


Electonic hearsay 
doesn't move us. 


What could after all? The TV 
runs on blood,I just run. 


Sloppy, 


I try disclosing 
to a woman who 
hardly knows 


me. She,instead,whip 
saws herself. Does 
a flower affect 


resonance? 
Should it confess? 


The Murder of Feeling Revised 


used to smell of the Lamp 
but now with computers 
it speaks of the bytes 
out of techique 
's tired ass 


Did You Know a Snake Has Two Penises? 


Listen, Honey... 
Listen, Honey... 


a floating day in early fallfor dagmar 


the softest kiss, 
lips touching 
your hair 


you will ache when 
it brushes 
a solitary leaf 


When as Now 
In Spanish Drama of the Golden Age 
the peasants were let in free 
after the Third act. So what 


you think there,Jose and Eloisa,dumb 
to what has heretofore decreed 


the murder,the romance, 
the suicide and marriage? 


Do you find it harrowing or funny, 
Knowing shit 


happens? 


Bring your own spirits 


invites the Peking Restaurant. 

(Their Ancesters bringing theirs?) Sure'n 

mine's olde Irish Charm (read lies). The Swede's dour face,plus 
frozen bone,and ice 


balls. The voluble Italian's perpetually 
smarting pride. The Jap his pussy 
team,sucking collective ass to save 


collective face. Ze Kraut exhorting Vork! and zen 
ve can BOOZE und put on yuh voman's undervears und dance 


togethers,no? 
What do I know? 
Who leads? 


The Witnesses 


Picking up a squirrel's skull 
in a rainy graveyard above 
Helvetia,West Virginia,what 


should I think? Mortality, 
according to the Literature, 
but how clean 


this afterdeath,how picked 
and small and bleached and pure 
as any brilliant plate 


uncrazed,quickest light silvering 
our actual,livid faces. 


Impossible Answers 


If I've forgiven 
and I have 


long ago, 


then how come 
it still hurts? 


I inform my friends 
they're USA TODAYS 
of psychobabble; they, 


in turn,file countersuits 
alleging that the statute 
of limitations counts and 
I therefore MUST be happy. 


Some have themselves unearthed 
faith through lust or a someone 


answering to Christ. I'm glad 
for them 'n'all,hunting 
a cave myself. 


Every step's 
into the future- - 
cliche I know, 


so? Goddamn a mood 
Since pearblossoms bloom 
up and down State St. 


Night ,Stonehenge,Us 


tumbling through 
a Druid eye at 
solar carnival. 


Storyville Piano Academy 


Elegant whore- 

houses had Professors tinkling 
their jellyrolls,which 

is evidently why 

God made them. 


Connecting the Dots 


When we met 
(not as cliche as the words) 
well,I had formed a picture, 


graph, rather,too scat 
tered to be coy. 


It evolves,at each point 
becoming new 
ly imperative. 


SUN 


'S a Supris- 
ing bugger 


not supposed 
to come round 
and he does 


Saying HERE! 
you un 
de 
serv 
ing 
FUCKERS! 


